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TERMS.

Ooogm"u Clarksburg Rogister ia pablished in
Clarkeburg, Va., every Friday -morning, at
$2,00 per annum, in advance, or at the expiration
of six months from the time of subseribing; after
which $2,50 will invariably be clinrged: ;

Ko subscription will b received fora loss pe- | J

riod than six mouths.

No paper will be discontinued except at the op-
tion of the propriotor, until all arrearages are
paid up—and thoso who do not oder their paper
to be discontinued at the end of their term of
subscription, will be considered as desiring to
huve it continned.

Advertisoments will bo insorted at $1.00 per
squure of twelve lines for the first three inser-
tivns, and twenty-five cents for vach subsequent
inscrtion. p:

A liberad deduction on the above rates will be
made ta those who advertise by the year.

No ndvertisement connted less than a square.

The numiber of insertions must be specifiod, or
the advertizvment will be continued nud charged
accordingly,

Annouunsements of candidates for office 22,00,

Marringes and Desths inserted gratis.

All commuunicutions, to] insure uttention must
be weempanied by the author's nume und post-
paid.
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HOW HE ROS,

A Short and True Sketch for Boys.

About forty years ago, somewhere in
the woods near the line between Tennes:
sce and Kentucky, in a log cabin 16 feet
by 18, which was already occupied by a
brood of ten or twelve children, was born
a youngster, the hero of our sketch. In
his infancy he was fed on hog and homi-
ny, aad the flesh of such **wild'varmints”’
as were caught in the woods. At twelve
years of age he was put out to work with
& neighbor as a furm boy, and drove ox-
en, hoed corn and raised tobaceo in the
summer, cured it and prized it in the
winter, till he was 17 vears old, when he
took to making brick, to which he added
the profession of a carpenter ; and by
these successive steps in mechanical arts,
he became able by his own unassisted
gkill, to rear a house from the clay-pit or
from the stump, snd complete it in all its
parts, and to do it, too, in a manner that
none of its competitors could surpass.
His pannel doors are to this day the won-
der and admiration of all the country in
which they continue to swing on the hin-
gres. He never saw the inside of a church
till after he was 18 years old. By the
assistance of an old man in the neighbor-
hood, he learned during the winter even-
ings, to read and write, while a farm boy.
Ilaving achieved these valuable acquisi-
tions by the aid of another, and his oth
er educativn has been the fruit of his own
application nnd persevrance. At the
age of twenty-one he conceived the idea
of fitting himself for the practice of law.
He at first procurcd an old copy of Black-
sione, nnd having, after the close of his
daily labors, by night studies in his loyg
cabin, mastered the contents of that com-
pendium of commeon law, he pursued
his researches into other elementary
works. And having thus, by great dili-
gence, acquired the rudiments of his pro-
fession, he met with an old lawyer who
quit practice, or whose practice had quit
him, with whom he made a bargain for
his scanty library, for which he was to
pay $120 in carpenter’'s work and the
chief part of the work to be done in pay-
ment for the old musty books, was dress-
ing and laying old oaken floor and doors,
jer square ten feet. The library prid for,
our hero-dropped the adze, plane and
trowel, and we soon after heard of him as
one of the most prominent men of the Mis-
sissippi bar, and a noble statesman and
orator. ‘I heard him one dny,” says
one, ** muke two speeches in succession
of three hours in length each, to the same
audience, and not a movement testified
uny wearines on the part of a single audi-
tur, and during their delivery the nssem-
bly scemed swnyed by the oratur as a
rved by the wind.”

The poor farm boy is at the present
time at the city of Washinglon, a mem-~
ber of Congress from Mississippi. His
name is Patrick W, Thompkins. He isa
self-made man, and his history shows
what an humble man ean do when he s
disposed to Twy.

Tue Supuime.—I am fully prepared to
allow of much ingenuity of Burke's theory
of the sublime, as connected with self pre-
servations There are few things so grent
as death ; and there is nothing, perhaps,
which banishes all littleness in thonght
and feeling in an equal degree with its
contemplation.  Everything, therefore,
which in wery points to it—and, therefore,
must dangers and powers” over which
we have little control—are in some de-
gree sublime.  But it is not the fear obs
serve, but the contemplation of death ;
nor the instinctive shudder and struggl:
of self-preservativn, but the delibernte
measurement of the doom, which is renl-
ly great or sublime in feeling. It is not
while we shrink, but while we defy, that
we receive or convey the highest concep-
tivns of the fate.  There is no sublimity
in agony of terror. Whither do we trace
it most, in the cry to the mountains, *Fall
on us !'” and to the hills, **Cover us I’ or
in the ealinness of the prophecy—* And
though after my skin worms destroy this
body, yet in my flesh [ shall see God ?”
A little reflection will easily convince
any one that, so far from the feelings of
sell-preservation being necessary to the
sublime, their greatest action is totally
destructive to it ; and that there are few
feelings less capable of its perception
than those of A coward.— Ruskin.

Corur Scexg.~—* Sir,” said a fierce
lawyer ** do you, on your solemn osath,
before the high God, swear that this is
not your hand writing 2**

“ I reckon not,”" was the cool regly.

** Does it resemble your writing?"?

** Yes, sir, I think it don’t.”

a8 Doq]:?u swear it don't resemble your

writin
" V}ell I do, old head.”

* You take your solemn oath that this
writing does not resemble yours in a sin~ |

gle letter 2**
*“Y-e-s, sir!”
‘* Now, how do you know 2"
“ Cause [ can’t write,”’

his Bride at a Fashiona=
“ble Hotel.

At one of -our fashionable hotels the
other day, among the arrivals was one of
the genus verdant, a regular no-mistake
onathan, with eyes wide open to the no-
vellies that he met at every turn. He
brought with him his better half, a strap-
ling, flaxen-haired lass, bedecked with a
profusions of ribbons and cheap jewelry ;
they had evidently * come down to Bos-
ton,” tuspend the honey moon, and Jon-
athan had no doubt, *‘darned the expen-
ces.”’

The first morning after their arrival,
the servant was thrown into hysterics by
a verdant mistake ; Jonathan’s bell rang
furiously and he demanded to see the
la-ndlord ; the functionary having made
his appearance, he was hailed with—

* How are ye ¥—how de do, old feller?
Me und Patience tinds all right here,
room fixed up first rate ; gives a feller a
highfalutin feeling ; but, I say, old hoss,
we want a washbowl and towel, to take
off the dust outside, then I'll come
down and take n little New Englund with
},e"l

** Here are all the conveniences for
washing, sir,”" said the landlord, stepping
I_(:la mahogany wash siok and raising the

id.

“Gogh all Potomnc ! exclaimed our
Yankee, * whode ever thought of that
ere table’s openin on the top that wany !"*

Nothing further occurred until the hour
for breakfast, when the verdant couple
were seated at the table ; Jonathan hav-
ing burned his throat by drinking his cof-
fee too hot, and attempted to help him-
self to an omlett with his fingers, finully
had his attention attracted by some fish-
balls, which, are, as avarybody kuuws,
fish and potatoes minsed together, rolled
into balls about as large as un ordinary
sized apple, and cooked brown.

Haviog procured the dish that contain-
ed themg. by means of a servant, he help-
ed himseélf and partner to one, each arasp-
ed in hand the precious morsel.  Jona-
than, opening his capneious juw, touk a
bite from his, when suddenly he disgorg-
ed the morsel with an expression of dis-
appointment, and, turoiog to his bride
exolaimed : [ swow, Patience, these
dough nuts are nonhin’ but codtish.and
taters.” A

Tin Weddings.

An editor friend of ours has been to a
*tin wedding.” 1f our readers will be
quiet, in three minutes they shall know
what a ** tin wedding™ is. Now a golden
wedding is the commemoration of the fif
tieth return of a couple’s marringe—these
are scarce. The * silver bridal is the
friendly celebration of the twenty-fifth re-
turn of the happy day. A ‘‘tin wedding"’
is a novelty, but it should not be, for
whoever reach the fifth nnniversary of
their marringe are at liberty to celebrate
it. Our friend says on this oceasion :

*I'he bride and groom were presented
by relatives and friends in turn with vari-
our articles of tin ware, such as are emi-
nently useful in houschold economy, ma-
king together a complete set of culinary
apparatus, which would do honor even to
a king's kitchen. Those separate cere-~
monies were concluded by n more formal
presentaion of an ‘ ornamental service of
tin,” prepared after the most approved
form and fashion of silver, during which
an address was delivered and a response
given, both performances being murked
with as much solemnity as the occasion
could impart. At the supper, the table
was covered with plates und dishes only
of tin; ham-sand-wiches were laid out
asainst 8 tin background ; homely enke
was served in baskets of tin ; sweet cider
was poured from a tin pnil. with a tin la-
dle, into tin cups; nnd familiar odes were
performed ou trumpets of tin! lo fact,
there could not have been more tin in any
other place, except in n tinman’s ware-
house, or in the mines uf Englund.

* We were never befure su thoroughly
cunvinced of the genuiue value of plate
tin. of the numerous useful appliances Lo
which it may be put, and of the highly
respectable appearunce which it presents
when handeomely scoured ; and we shall
heneeforth regard it, especinlly when as-
sociated with a tin wedding, as one of the
precious metals.”

Sxake Cumsat.— Combnats between the
rattle and black snake are certnin if they
meet, and the black snake is, with rare
exception, the conqueror.  Upon seeing
ench other, these animals instantly as-
sume their respective attitudes of definuce,
and display the great difference in their
organization. The rattlesnake coils itself
up, rendy for attnek or defence; the black-
snake being a constrictor, moves about
from side to side, and is in constant sctiv-
ity—naturally exciting each other’s pas-
sions. The ratilesnake finally settles
down into a glowing exhibition of ani-
mosity, its fungs exposcd, its rattles in
constant agitation.  The blacksnake,
seemingly conscious that the moment of
strife has come, now commences circling
round its enemy, absolutely moving so
swiftly that it seems but a gleam of dull
light ; the rattlesnake attempts to follow
the movement,but soon becomes confused,
and drops its head in despair ; theop it is
that the blacksnake durts upen the back
of its deadly foc, scizes it between the
testh, and springing upwards envelops
the rattlesnake in its folds. The struggle,
though not long, is painful ; the combat~
ants roll over in the dust, and get en~
tangled in the bushes, but every moment
the blacksnake is tightening its hold, un-
til the rattlesnnke gasps for breath, be-
comes halpless and dies. For awhile the
blacksnake still retains its grasp; you can

erceive the muscles working with energy;
Eut finally it cautiously uncoils itself, and
quietly betakes to the water, where, re-
covering its energy, it dashes about a mo-
ment, as if in exullation, and disappears
from the scene.
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ADMIRATION.
BY MRS. MARY E. NEALY.

It is not the beantiful features,

. Nor the glossy, waviog hair,,

Not the step all light and graceful
That seem to me most fuir.

Buta brow all aglow with feeling,
And an eye lit up with fire,

Which burneth dsep in the soul beneath—
It is these I most admire

It ia not the lines of the pcet,
In classic nimbers drest,

All ehiselled and col i, like muarble,
That my spirit loves the best.

But wheze, in the scenes lie painteth
As bright-as the sunset's fire,

The heart of the poet glimmers through—
It is this T most admnire !

MY FIRST PARLOR.
BY Mis, M. A. DENISON.

«* Never shall 1 forget with what sen-
sations of delight I walked through the
pretty little cottage, forty years ago,
which I was soun tv call my own.

The old homestead, where I had frol-
icked in gleesome childhood, with its ve-
nerable wantle of moss, and its antique
form, was but a little distance nway, and
[ could luok from the chamber of the cot-
tage into the tidy farm yard, and hear
the plantive lowing of dear old Brindle,
my pet cow. True L could not see the
sweet face of my mother, nor the sterner
countenance of futher, at every hour of
the day ; yet it was but a bit across, and
u few moment’s walk would carry me
there.

With all its homs associations, there
was nothing in it hull so pretty us in my
little world of a cottage.

The exterior, o, was very beautiful
in my eyes ; first, there was n neat little
fence all aruund it, a long path, lined wilh
rose bushes, leading o i1, a sweet garden
spot, and behind it o mendow, fresh and
extensive, *

The cottage itself was piioted the
purest white, und the blinds the greenest
green.

I kunew nothing of its interior previ us
to the week in which we were married,
and dine William, (not a bit the less dear
now, ) iutended to suprise me ; so when
1 entered to inspect the whitewashed
waulls, and polished fluors, lo ! and behold,
it was furnished throughout., A pretty
litle Ynokee clock, all gilded and shining
in the bright sunlight, grected my vision
first. Ltstood just opposite the tire-place,
and over a brightly varnished ouken ta-
ble. Clean, new yellow chairs around
the sides of the rovm, a little cup-board
near the shining hearth, and a pair of tiny
andirons, with their little black doyg faces
lovking straight st us, mude me laugh
outtizht with pleasure,

Aud this, be it remembered, kind rea-
der, was our best, our very best roum ; a
happicr, or prouder little maiden than this
very sell, us I thought this to be minoe,
wy own home ?

The kitchen, although furnished with
less costly mterials, was furnished the
game, except that in vne corner was an
army of burnished pans, kettles, pails,
and so forth.  Under the shelves, a long
line of new wooden tubs, and ail things
essential to a goud house keeper’s coms
fort.  They spuke loudly of scalding suds,
hienps of unwashed linens, elothes pins and
lines, red fingers, blustering winds und
freczing cold duys, but 1 wus not afraid
of them, for 1 had been educated Ly |
rents industrious snd econumicai, wiw
never furgot that soul and body were unis
ted, and therefore were to be educited to-
gether.

But [ have dwelt long enough on mi-
nute particulurs ; suffice it o say, that
the whole cottage was wsteful and neat
without and within, a perfect little nest of
cumfort.

Well, we were married ; time sped on,
shook his trembling finger at us, but
touched us gently. Qur hearts grew more
upited, my Willinm wus temperate aund
frugal, und we prospered.

By and by a letter came to us [rom re~
latives whom we never expected Lo be-
buld ; the first we had ever received from

e

them, stating that they were ured of af

city residence ; also, their wish that we
would look out for a large and conveuivnt
cuttage, us Lhey should remouve Lhither
the next spring.

For the first time, my cottage, my best
room, in fact everything looked too small;
and my furniture had a thin coating ot
meanness. I had ofien heard from my
uncle who visited them when he went to
the city, that they were wealithy, living
superbly, and everything about them on a
grand scale.

The cottage was selected ; a new and
beautiful one, situated on n gentle decli-
vity, surrounded by lovely orchards, at a
little distance from a most romantic wa-
terfall, and in the rear of rich grounds,
which with cultivation might become a
{ragraot and delightful garden.

They came; or rather the lady with her
children and furniture came first, and ina
week after her arrival, were settled in
their new home. Never shall 1 forget the
morning, when 1 made ready to receive
ber first visit. Everything, however
clean and shining, it might be, required
a sccond and thorough scrubbing or rub-
bing. Baby was taken up, little frock
smoothed, its little rosy face wiped over
and over again. The little looking glass
in the clock, (by the way we had no oth-
er,) was consulied at least a dozen times,
to see if the young lady, writing this lit-
tle reminiscence, was dressed with suffi-
cient taste. Husband's hair was smooth-
ly combed and curled, and his hat drawn
closely over his brows, with an injunction
not to take it off for fear the wind would
blow it away while he was at work ; and
it would never do for him to comb it be-
fore the lady, to be sure.

His nice wedding suit, too, was laid

carefully upon the bed, that he mightslip| a:
quietly up stairs, when he saw the visitor|th

approaching; everything was in readi-
ness by two o’clogk. " T o0 o

‘By and by a carriage was seen-winding
slowly down the road and my heart beat
with anticipation, I will not say fear, as I
took a hasty survey. of the apariment,
smoothed baby’s [rock down once more,
and say husband skip by me, and leap up
stairs two at a time. : :

As it nenred the little patb, whichiwe
had signified with the name of * Wild
Rose Path,” and stopped, a lady, I sup~
posed, for I hardly knew, stepped out,
and walked leisurely along met me at the
door. By her side ran a white headed
lile fellow, plucking my choice plants
without hinderanc%or denial from bis mo-
ther. A=
I did my best to welcome her, and she
entered with me, and passed through the
room, (poor I thought,) as if she was to
be ushered into a better.

I blushingly offered her one of my yel-
low wooden chairs, upon which she sat
with great condescension:

Declining to take off her bonnet and
shawl she began in a very small tone in-
deed, to converse with me ; ‘}:raiaed my
baby, said it was very fat and rosy ; in-
quired about my parents and my husband,
and then sat very stiff and silent. Not so
with the boy ; spying the cupboard, he
pointed his puny band to it crying out,
‘*ma, ma, that’s just such a cupboard as
you gave Meney, for her parlor, ain't it ?
You know Meney, don’t you,'” he con-
tinued, turning towards me : *‘ she used
to be mama’s chambermaid, but she’s
married now.” I was foolish enough to
feel mortified, and I know I appeared so,
but just then my William came down,
looking so noble and handsome, that I
felt confident immediately.

As I introduced him, I was pleased to
see Mrs, Montmorency look at him with
some nastonishment. His clear full eye
never flinched at her gnze and he return-
ed her bow with the air of a Prince ; I'm
sure [ was proud of him then.

Very soon after the Iady with her illl
bred boy departed ; perhaps as glad to
leave as [ wus glad to say good bye.

William lnugrhed heartily as [ related
the incident about the cupboard ; but I
could not so readily overluok it, and wish-
ed the poor unoffending boy I forget where
now, but believe it was somewhere in

Let me hasten,  The visiv was returns~
Guinen.
ed, the magnificent parlors opened for us,
the lady’s three children, dressed in Pa~
risan elegance, were paraled b:fore us,
with ** he of the cupboard® at their head.
T'hey insisted upon our staying to tes, to
show their maguniticence 1 suppose, and
we accordingly sat down to u table loa-
ded with silver plates, and overloaded
with delicacies.

Let me hint, that ¢ parlor” was a word
almost unkpown at that time ; many very
wealthy farmers resided here, but they
all had nothing more nor better than a
** best room,”” piainly furnished and spa-
ringly decorated.  Pride had not even
found a resting place for the sole of its
fuot.

I returned home rather discontented ;
the best room, I will not disguise it, look-
ed thoroughly mean. The walls seemed
desolute, the floor covered with poverty’s
carpet, thatis, no carpet at all.

Baby was cross, (the poor little orea
ture bad taken cold,) [ was out humor,
and every thing seemed wrong. Instead
of vur cheerful tireside chat, an opprea-
sive gilence weighed down our spirits for
some time.

At last before I was aware, I murmur-
ed ** I wish we had one.”

“ What is it Ellen, a parlor 7’ exelaim-
ed William, dividing my thoughts, “*well,
you shall have one ; but you will find no
more happiness in it than in our snug
and comtortuble little room.

** But cap we afford it ?* I asked al-
most beside myself with pleasure.

** Yes,” he replied, ** I can afford to
buy furniture for a parlor, but I am afraid
you will then be discontended with the
rest of our house."”

**Ohno! no!” was my answer, “We
can take the large room up stairs that has
never becn used ; and then I should ra-
ther have down stairs justasit is, because
it will look as if we studied for comfort,
sou know. My husband's keen glance
and my own answer, condemned me in-
stantly ; yet he seemed to feel n sort of
pleasure in my enthusiasm, and finally
informed me that he bad spoken with a
geotleman respecting some handsome fur-
niture which he could buy very cheap, as
it was second hand, though it had not
been in use over a month.”

* You must go to-morrow and see it
yourself, and choose such articles as you
want,’”’ he added To this I joyfully as-
sented, and full of pleasing anticipations,
I retired to rest.

In the morning, with a beatiog heart, I
prepared for my excursion. It would take
us the greater part of the day to go and
return,

** What will we do with Willie 2** asks
ed my husband. ¢ Carry him over to
mother’s, dear, of course,” I replied:
* he is asleep now, and 1 can take him
nicely wrapped up without any trouble.”
I started, and as [ bent over the cradle,
William said : % he looks feverish and
breathes hard, are you not almost afraid
to leave him so long 7’

**He does not, indeed, seem very well,”
was my reply ; ‘‘but then I can go to-
morrow ?"*

** No ! this afternoon the sale comes
off.”” Fora momen: I was undecided.—
* You know he has been just this way of-
ten, William,” I ventured to say, *‘ and
mother is a better nurse than I am ; be~
sides, he don’t seem so very unwell, ei-
ther : I think we had better go—it is on-
ly a little cold that he has taken.”

'
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as I.1aid'itin Her arms, and T libgered, al;
l::ust hoping ‘she* would " tell"me not to
ave i, Y

- In a mdment this was passed, and T was |
—.:* “When 'we ar- stc

on my way to G———.=* “When we a:
rived it was-near noon: I tooksome time
to select and determine which articles I
wanted, and when we seated ourselves in
the wagon it was almost three o'clock.—
I had never before been so long away
from my baby; and oh ! how my heart
yearned to.clasp it again. as

It seemed to me as I neared my father’s
house, that lightning speed would not
have been swilt enough for me, and when
William reined .in his horse, I sprang from/
the wagon wi_!.hoat assistance, ran to the
the hall' and 'was just 'opening it,
to my astonishment, Doctor 5ray,
our family physician, came out, but not
recognizing me, it was quite dark, passed
on. : i
For a moment I almost sank upon the
door steps. A faintness, deathlike, came
over me, a fearful gfau'entimant weighing
down my spirits. Yot I dared not stay.
William had secured his horse, and came
after me, a8 I bounded in and wended my

'way up the staircase to my mother's

room, I dared not enter. I trembled
like an aspen leaf, and my breath seemed
almost gone as I listened. All was quiet
except now and then a singular noise and
I thought a sob.  William, too, shared in
my wretched forebodings. At last he
whispered. **Some of the family is sick;
we had better enter at once.”

*‘ No, no, not yet,” I whispered, “Wil-
liam can it be our baby? Can.it be Wil-
lie 2 My husband passed his arm around
my waist lo support me, as B voice ex-
cluimed in a tone of anguish, * Oh! if
his mother was only here I'” then opening
the door almost carried me into the room.

What a fearful scene was then before
me. My boy, my darling little Willie,
was struggling in the agonies of death.

While as a corpse, his dark eyes wild
and restless, his bosom heaving while the
hoarse rattling breath escaped, oh | what
a sight for a mother.

My parents stood on each side of the
bed, my brothers and sisters were weep-
ing all around me, for Willie was almost
an idle in our family. As I stood for a
second, speechless, and nearly bewilder-
ed, my baby saw me; he must have re-
cognized me, for be raised his white arm
toward me and almostceased that terrible
breathing. , *

I rushed towards him, and pushing the
mourners_aside, raised him in my arms,
and clasped-him tightly to my bosom.—
How can I forget that wild beating heart,

 that Jaid so close to mine in the deéath

hour ? ¢ Mother,”” 1 exclaimed, with tear-
less eyes, ‘‘ he cannot be dying, he must
not die ! call in Dr. Gray ; he must save
him, 1 cannot part with my boy now ; oh,
Father in Heaven!"” I continued, as 1
saw Lhe mist creeping over those beauti-
ful eyes, and the livid blue around the
dear little lips,*why did I leave my child?"
I laid him upon my lap, and parted
the silken hair on his forehead. Iclasped
my hands, and wildly,aye;sinfully, prayed
God to apare him then 1 pressed my hands
beavily upon my eyes and strove to forget
that it was reality. ‘When I looked again
the liwtle lips were wreathed in a lovely
smile, the dark eyes upturned to my own;
he breathed gently, yet quickly—the ago-
ny was passed. For one hour I sat with
that beautiful bead upon my arm, dream-
ing that he was only sweetly sleeping, a3
bad been her wont in the hushed twi~
light. .

Then and not till then, did the whole
weight of my wo fall upon my deadened
gpirits ; I arose, lnid him on the bed to
be rob for bisgburial, and sank down in-
sensible beside my lifeless child.

It was soon—on the day following. 1
had not seen my boy since he died. Weak
and exhausted from mental suffering, I
crept from my chamber into the room be-
low, to take one more look of all that re-
mained of Willie. ,

I entered soflly—my husband stood
over the coffin, weeping as only a man
may weep in bitterness. Notareproach-
ful look or word had he given me since
that fatal hour. I stole beside him, and
mingled my tears with his,

He had just placed a little white bud
within the little plamp hand of our baby,
and it'laid as sweetly on his breast, as he
laid npon his cold pillow. As we stood
silently together, the heavy rumbling of
cart-wheels sounded in my ear. In an-
other moment, Alice my little niece, put
ber head softly within the door, and al-
most whispered, while her lip guivered

with grief, ** Aunt Eila, the furnicure hes |

come where shall it be put ?"’

My anguish, who can tell, at this fearful
announcement ? William’s frame shook
with emotion. :

The coveted furniture was_the cause of
my sorrow ; had I taken my babe when
I first saw the symptoms of that eruel dis-
ease, the croup, had I not been so cra-
ving. my beautifal babe had been spared
me ; for so the doctor assured me would

- have been.in all probability. the case.

* Oh, William ?** I exclaimed, ** can
you ever forgive, can you ever love me
again ?” ! ,

I shall never forget his answer. Lif-
ting my head from his shoulders, he re~

lied gently, ‘* Ellen, who else have I to
ove-now bat you 7’ :

““ Well | it is all passed, yet it seems
but yesterday 1 heard the heavy clods
rattle on his coffin ; yet regrets are use-
less now ; he is a happy angel in Heaven.
I did not keep the furaiture, and though
it may seem foolish, I cannot endure the
word * patlor.”

The f;mar I disposed of, for I could
not bear the sight of that which caused me
10 neglect my babe ; and when I see a
young mother more anxious for show and
company than the welfare of her child, I

19 adgue oot

g g2

mured, ¢ I
have a parlor”” Say,
ed « maaly vaios, * 1
Bllow va L e P alleghion |
'}6u£,heﬁ?aiéﬂ'fér a moment.” Tha
young girl turned, and beheld her lover,
who h'n%' been standing near unknown to
her. Ihave heard all yon have beén rea-
ding; from your grand-mother ; lot us go
into the honse dear Anna; but

re we
do part, lot us_promise each other that
wo will always be careful in thought,
word and deed ; then we may look back
with delight instead of regret upon our

FIRST PARLOR. g

"

She did'nt Know her Husband.

A little ou_"(_;%rraneq' took place in Alle~
ghany oity last week which borders some-
what of the romantio. =~ WA
Mrs. a California widow, as ladies
generally a6 termed whose husbands are
absent in the land of ﬁurd.\ was startled
by a loud, impatient knock at the halls
door.” Her atiendent was out, and being
rather hu*rrig‘é- and in the second story

she looked:Gtibiof the window to ascertain
who the visitor could be. The appear-
ance of the individual at the door was
rather striking. His wearing apparel was
coarse, ill made and very much out of
fashion.  The hair on his face almost en-
tirely concealed his features. The lady
thought that like Sampson, a razor had
never passed oyer it since the day of his
birth, and certainly, to say the least of it,
no one would even for 8 moment have
thought it necessary for him to l.nrr{rat
Jerioho until his beard was grown. Un-
der hiis arm he carried & large parcel neat-
ly done up.
After 8 moment's consideration Mrs,
oame to the conclusion that he was
a pedlar, who had just Jeft the back wopds
to pursue his avocation in our sister city,
and therefore very politely informed him
that she did not require anything. -
¢ You had better examine what I have
got,”” replied the stranger.
No, it would be only troubling him; she
-won!é not purchase: :
**Well, come down and open the door,”
persisted the stranger.
‘The lady’s patience was almost ex-
hausted-by his importunity, and she was
about to administer a rebuke when her
ear detected the suppressed laughter of
the stranger. She could not see the broad
rin on his face for the hair prevented ber;
Eut she did hear him Jaugh and his voice
was familiar to her. Bo descending she
opened the door and the next moment she
was clasped in the arms of the rough in-
dividual before her, who proved to be not
a pedlar, as she imagined, but her long
absent husband. His beard was of three
ears’ growth, and he had returped home
in his mining habiliments purposely to
surprised her. We will merely add that,
on second thought, the lady did want
most, if not all the articles in the parcel,
which contained a goodly collection of
silks, salins, broaches, bracelets, &o., and
that the supposed pedlar afier going
through the bands of the barber, and a
merchant tailor, has turned out to be as
fine a looking man as any in our country.

A Loatr or Powsi.—Many of the po-
litical friends and adherents of Gen. Jack-
son, believed 'that the old hero was equal
to any undertaking, however difficult or
desperate. A Virginia drover, however,
once expressed an opinion during the
height of old Hickory's popularity, that
thero actuslly was one thing which even
he was unable to do.  The story is thus
related : '

¢ As a delegate to the Abingdon Rail-
road Convenlion was returning home, be
overtook a drover of several hundred cat-
tle, when the following dialogue passed
between him and some of the drovers :
Delegate.—Well gentlemen, you have
muddy times of it ; but in a few years
you may possibly have a better way of
gelting your cattle to market.””.
Drover.—In what way, siranger
Delegate.—Why, havn’t you beard that
a railrosd was to be made from Knoxville
down to Lynchburg ?

Drom.—Wolli‘ l?rhat has ttnt t&:o
with driving eattle? suppose they "t
travel on ngfailroad ? ’
Delegale.—No ; but it is said they may
be taken in pens on a railway.” What
would you thiok of & leru pen containi
fifty or one hundred beel oattle, moun
on whesls and traveling at the rate of ten
or fifteen miles an hour ?

Drover.—Now, stranger, do you think
it possible for such a thing as that to be
done ? ; !
Delegate—Why, such things are spo-
e rotaer. Wl I
" Drover.—Weéll—it may bg so, I never
saw a railroad —buz I'll be shot, if Gneral
Jackson himself could do it I"* ;
A Raymstee 18 Liuso.—A practical
nins was haualed up before one of the
alice Magistrates for kissing & handsome
young girl, sod kicking up s dust—and
the following examinaiion took
Mag.—Is your name John Ray ? _
Pris.— Yes, your honor, so the people
8ay. e '
’H.ag.——Wu it you that kissed the girl
and raised the alarm? :

Pris.—Yes, your honor,
was no harm.

-
-

rhymes?
Pris.—No, your honor,

m: o

blnhonght'illp-
.u:ﬂ_.Yon rascal, did you colne here| .
tom :

Bat o slways'looEed OIr stiovery
Sy T

e, where

at &' rather insignifos
thm i Lighg W

ostmaster General. The ter was
ety oot ot b

mails were in the hands of & ““sub,” iu

it R e
' oe was kept in'a'p good six .
Foes, and o s side of 1t Niage was'
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heterogeneo
thing like a huge pile

it looked, too, sometlin; -
oro wero pap lang
P A
fusion pi . The ol
:?::::: n?y hera _y‘-,nnlooh:u_l
the bags and emptied thg'contents on the
ﬂoor.’.'s'i&oo 1t .on, pad liks Satan,

demonium,

marshalling his legions in
s Blter

he ‘admired.”” The darkey,
emptying the contents of the bags in the
s¢pile,”” commenced putting b iand:in
every pouoh, replaced’ a ¢ missellanvous
assortment.” The Postmaster-Geacynl
his eyes opened, ‘*'some,”” snditc >
to him to ‘ask % 'Aunnty,"” ifshe could rond. ~
*Oh! no,” said she, “*but I puts back
jist about as much as master used to d:”
And as the critio said of Macready, whn
he asked the Danish courtiér to play on tha
pipe, and the courtier took him at his word
and played Yankee Doodle | Fancy Ham-
lick’s feelings!’ Fancy old Amos*! but Lis
observations were not rt ~complato.l.
There was an enormous pile of mail:mat-
ter that had been accumulating for montha
under the postal supervision of the sahle

4 gub."” t was after M, Q's" had
learned the art of franking, and when
their *beloved constituents’’ werein tha
babit of applying for seeds and other pro-
ducts at the agricultural bureau of the
Patent Office. The ocucumber seed wur.
not all “bestowed,”” as Kendall can test -
fy. The seeds in the most warm olimata
of Mississippi Liad germinated and exten

ed l.hrouqhoat this immsense mass of “‘mnii
matter ;" cabbages, beets, carrots, anl
caulifiowers were there; potatoes hnl
sprouted ; while sucumber, pumpkinnn |
squash vines had extended out.of the heap
and run nearly sergss the room ! It is
supposed that the warmth of the political
docoments, ulated by the ﬂ:g nators
of Southern  politicians, had added to,
rather than a oted from, the fertily
nature of the postal compost 1"

« Por Goxs THE Waaszr.”—This hns
become the chorus of a thousand snatches
of song, but not one of a thousand who
sing it ever heard its origin ? But its ..
rentage is as eagily traced as that of an
English-baronet. A famous Metholis
preacher by the name of Oraven, was
once preaching io the heart of Virginin,
and spoke as follows: “*“Thereare s grua
many professors of religion here to-day.
You are sleck, fat, good looking, yot
something is tbe matter with you. Nw,
you have seen wheat which was plump,
round and good lookiog to the eye, Lut
when you weighed it, you found thot it
only come to forty-five, or perhaps, (ory.
eight pounds to the bushel, wheb it shoul
have been 80 or 83 pounds.’ Take a ks
nel of that whest. between your thumb
and finger, hold it up,.lguou it, av!—
wqm weevily - Now, you ol

ng professors of religion, you wre
plump and round, but you only weizh
s0m6 l‘o\ry-ﬂp or I‘orl-y-dx?nn 0 the
man. bat isthe matter ? Ah) winvn
ou sre taken between the thumb of i~
aw and the finger of the gospel, hekl up
to'the light snd squeezed, out pops ti~
whisky boule. From ‘pop goes the. wu. -

vel’ to ‘pop goes the weasel’ transition s

easy. .

France awp tae Uxirep Brares.—The
Unpion states that onr ernmenl ‘cun-
tinues on the best [ with that of
France, and that the French minister ji+-
evinced in the most proper manner sakivis

solicitude thst the controv with Enge
land should terminate ly. Mor-
shal Vaillant has denied any in ol
withbaldiog from the officers of the mili-
tary commissions any couriesy extend|
to the officers of other nations, or to show
disrespect to the United States.

: H""Ill]. l?!- whoss horse is that

you are riding? i
“Whyits daddy’s.”
“Whe is your a’;‘da,r'

“Don't yer know? why Uancle Peter

‘ Jm" a I % g  mbtizes
«So you're the son_of your uncle?”
. “Why yes elam. You s
ald" be a and msr ried

mother’s sister, and How. ¢'s my uacle.”

 Ausixon Brrwaen Beass, Exovaxo
ANDp Fmaxom—It has been aseertainei

. 3 . FULSe LXAEW ‘q-; :

nﬂl_m-gt~ ~—Bo off you scamp, get out of my hgc‘* Romay,[s Jires, ofx:‘nnp:q
5 , bas bm —— d ] : :

““Pris.—Thank’ee, your honor, then I'llf & ¥ 1 'a. -y Ct o iion ...ﬁ"“?',- et
vidyou good g - |5t of the By o il e vaey o



